The Tragedy 

Gto. fufh that was in thy rage • > 

Speake it againe , and euen with the word. 

That hand which formyloue did kill thy Joue^ 

Shall for thy loue , kill a farre truer Jotie, 

To both their deaths thou flialt bee a cediary « 

La. I would know thy heart 
67 ff. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. I feare mee both are fall'e- 
Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

La. -Well, well, put vp your fvvord • 

(jio. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But IfhallUue in hope* 

La. All men 1 hope line lb. 

G to. Vouchfafe to were this ring • 

La. To take is not to giuc. 

<jle* Lookehow this ring incompalfeth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breit inclofeth my poorc heart. ' 

Were both of them for both of them are thine 

And if thy poors fupplyant may 

But beg onefauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme his happineffe foreucr • 

La. Whatisit ? 

<jlo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thele fad defines 
T o him that hath more caufeto bee a mourner. 

And prefcntly repaire to Crosby place , 

Whereafter I haue folemnely enterred 
At C hertfte Monaitery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient duty lee you-. : 

Fordiuers vnknownereafons, Ibeicech you 
Grant- mee this boone. 

La.W ith all my heart , and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become Co penitent: 

TreJpR and Bartly , goe adong wich mee. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferue : 

But fince you teach mec howto flatter you. 

Imagine I haue fayd farewell already Exit. 

Glo. 


0/ Richard the Third. ■ 

Glo. Sirs, take vp thecourfe. 

Str. Towards C hertfte noble Lord ? 

Cjlo. No to white Fryers there attend my comming : 

W as cuer woman in this humour woed?£.vr«. Manet Glo . 
Was ener woman in this humour wonne ? 

Uc-haue her , but I will not keepe her long. 

What ? I haue kild her husband and herfather, 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heate : 

With curies in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her ha tred by : 

Mailing God, her conlciencejand thefe barres againft mee 3 
And I nothing to backe my fuce withall 
Butihc plaine Diuelland diffemblinglookes. 

And yet to win her all the world is nothing ? Hah ? 

Hath fliee forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward her Lord, Whom Ifome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Terex bury ? 

A fweeter and louelier Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : 

Ybng, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal]. 

The lpacious world cannot againe afioord. 

And will fliee yet debace her eyes on mee. 

That crept the golden prime of this fweet Prince 
And made her widdowto a woefull bed f 
On me , whofe all not equals Edwards moity , 

On me that halt,and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedometobee a beggarly denier, 

J doe miftake my perfon all tnis while, 

Vpori my life (lie finds although I cannot 
My fe!fe,to bee a marualous proper man, 
lie bee at charge for a Looking -giaffe. 

And entertaine iomefcore or two ^of tailors 
Ip fiudy falhions to adorne my body, 

Since lam crept in faoour with my felfe, 

1 will maintaine it with a little coif. 

But firfl ileturne yon fellow in his graue. 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out faire funne,till I haue brought a elafle 
■ hat I may fee my fhadow as I paffc> J 
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£xit. 



